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ponebu'. this. 

Mar I 'vice the new tire within excclentl y,if the haire were a 
thought browncnand your gown’s a me ft rare fafhionyfaith, 
IfawiheDutc’nefle of Mil lames gowne that they praifefo. 

Hero O that cxceedes they fay. 

Marg. By my troth’s but a night-gown it rcTpeft of yours, 
cloth a gold and cuts , and la c’d with filuer, fet with pearles, 
downe lleeues, fide llecues, and skirts, round vnderborne with 
a blewilh tinfcli, but for a fine qiiemt graceful and exceleut fa- 
ftiion, yours is worth ten on t. 

Hero God giuc me iov to weare it, for my heart is exceed- 
ing heauy. 

Ovtarg. T’vvili be heauicr foone by the weight of a 
man. 

Hero Fie vpon thee, art not afliamcd? 

Murg. Ofwhat !adv?offpeaking honourably?is not marri- 
age honourable in a beggar ? is not your Lord honourable 
without mariage?I thinke you would haue me fay, fauing your 
reucrence a husband : & bad thinking do not w'reft true lpea- 
king.ile offend no body, is there any harm in the heauier, for a 
husband? none I thinke , and it be the light husband, and the 
right wife.otherwife tis lightand not heauy, aske my lady Bea- 
&rice els, here flic comes. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero Good morrow coze. 

Beat. Good morrow fiveetc Hero. 

Hero Why how now?do you fpaakc m the ficke tunc? 

"Beat, 1 am out ofall other tunc, me thinkes. 

Mar Clap’s into Light a loue,(that goes without a burden,) 
do you fing it, and i!e daunce it. 

' Beat . Y e Light alouc with your heels, then if your husband 
haue ftables enough youle fee he lb all iacke no barncs. 

Mar. O illegitimate conffruftioiri I fcorne that with my 
heeles. 

Beat. Tis almoftfiue a clocke eofin, tis time you were rea- 
dy ,by rny troth I am exceeding ill, hey ho. 

Mat, For ahaukc,a horfejor a husband# 
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'Beat. For the letter that begins them al, H. 

Mar. Wei, and you be not turndc T urke, thcres no more 
faylingbv the ftarre. 

'Beat. ‘ What mcancs the foole trow? 

Mar. Nothing I, but God fend eucry one their hearts de« 

Hero Thefe gloues the Counte fent me, they are an excel- 
lent perfume. 

Beat. I am ftuft cofin, I cannot fmell. 

Mar. A maide and ftuft ! thcres goodly catching of 
colde. 

Beat. O God help me, God help me, how long haue you 
profeft apprehenfion? 

Mar. Euerfinceyouleftit, doth not my wit become me 
rarely? 

Beat. It is not fecne enough, you fhould weare it in your 
cap, by my troth I am ficke. 

c J\H.r. Get you fomc of this diftilfd cardum bencdichu, 
and lay it to your heart, it is tire onely thing for a qualme. 

Hero There thou prickft her with a thiffel. 

Beat. BenedtUns wvhy benedtilmlyou haue fome moral in this 
benedithts. 

.Cfyfar. Morall?no by my troth I haue no tnorall meaning, 
I meant plaine holy thiff el, you may thinke perchaunce that I 
think you are in loue,nay birlady I am not fuch a foole to think 
what I lift, nor 1 lift not to thinke what I can, nor indeed! can 
not think, if I would thinke my heart out of thinking,that you 
areinloue, or that you will be in loue, or that you can be in 
loue:yct Bcnedicke w r as fuch another and now is he become a 
tnan,hefwore he w'ouid neucr marry, and yet now in dilpight 
ofhis heart he eates his meate without grudging, and how you 
may be conuerted I know not, but me thinkes you iooke with 
your eies as other women do. 

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keepes? 

tJWarg: Not a falfe gallop. Enter Vrfulex. 

Vrfith Madame withdraw, the prince, the Count, fignibr 
Bcnedicke , Don John , and all the gallants of the towne arc 
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